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The cab driver hung himself yesterday. The cab’s stillness cocooned by snow. 
Yellow has degraded in value, periled over time. Some species of plants trap 
and kill their prey, to eat. Some of us are proxies for rendering weather. Living 
demands I tell you something about hope: that mucilage, prior to ensnarement 
resembles dew. That fecal matter may observe sunsets. That innovation enables 
ancestral surveillance; but dead workers are the color of wind. Some of us smash 
department store windows. Some of us apologize to our children before losing 
the house. Some chant fog, on strike in the snow. Some of us are named red aril. 
Others are shelled to get to nutmeg: fragrant, commercially viable, yielding. 








Zaina Alsous is an abolitionist, a daughter of the Palestinian 
diaspora, and a movement worker in South Florida. Her poetry, 
reviews, and essays have been published in the Boston Review, Bitch 
Magazine, the New Inquiry, Mask Magazine, Adroit, and elsewhere. 
She edits for Scalawag Magazine, a publication dedicated to 
unsettling dominant narratives of the U.S. South. Her chapbook Lemon 
Effigies won the Rick Campbell Chapbook Prize and was published 
by Anhinga Press. Her first full-length collection A Theory of 
Birds won the Etel Adnan Poetry Prize and was published by the 
University of Arkansas Press. 
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We are an ANTI-PROFIT lit and zine press. We are ANTI-WORK, so 
lower your expectations. We run on APPROPRIATED paper, staples, 
and thread. Join us in ABOLISHING the publishing industry. 









